
.

i
4

sias
-- ?&-:

- -- ';ji l;,Ji?wi?"Sr;U!s x "'' --fit.' ' -- "v.iv- SH"V . - - ."V 'fU ." fT'vV 4 J2'' 5x iH?"' ,.,.- ..---- s

THE REPUBLIC: SUNDAY. "FEBRUARY, 24. 1901.

Peter Stuyvesant's
niNnTValiant Attack Upon

Fort Christina. mSMotmrmmi iHLKj ffik MS?. mam
"Now had the Dutchmen snatched a has

repast." and finding themselves wonderfully
encouraged and animated thereby, prepared
to take the field. Expectation, says the
writer of the Stuyvesant manuscript Ex-
pectation now stood on stilts. The world
forgot to turn round, or rather stood still,
that It might witness the affray; like a
round-bellie- d alderman, watching the com-

bat of two chivalrous files upon his jerkin.
She eyes of all mankind, as usual In such

Tb noted bully Mars stack two horse-pisto- ls

In bis belt.

turned upon Fort Christina.
The sun. like a little man in a crowd at a
puppet-sho- scampered about the heavens,
pepping his hoad here and there, and en-
deavoring to get a peep between the un-

mannerly clouds that obtruded themselves
la bis way. The historians filled their Ink-hor- ns

the poets went without their dinners,
either that they might buy paper and goose-qufll- a,

or because they could not get any-
thing to eat. Antiquity scowled sulkily out
of ita grave, to see Itself outdone while
ren posterity stood mute, gazing In gap-

ing ecstasy of retrospection on the eventful
said.

The Immortal deities, who whilom had
seen service at the "affair" of Troy now
novated their feather-be- d clouds, and
ailed over the plain, or mingled among the

combatants In different disguises, all itch-la- g

to have a finger In the pie. Jupiter sent
ff his thunderbolt to a noted coppersmith,

to have It furbished up for the direful oc-

casion. Venus vowed by her chastity to
patronise the Swedes, and In semblance of
a blear-eye- d trull paraded the battlements
of Port Christina, accompanied by Diana,
as a Sergeant's widow, of cracked reputa- -'

tlon. The noted bully, liars, stuck two
horse-pisto-ls Into his belt, shouldered a
rusty firelock, and gallantly swaggered at
their elbow, as a drunken Corporal while
Apollo trudged In their rear, as a' bandy-
legged flfer, playing most villainously out
of tune.

On the other side, the ox-ey- Juno, who
bad gained a pair of-- black eyes over night.
In one of her curtain lectures with old
Jupiter, displayed har haughty beauties on
a baggage wagon-Miner- va, as a brawny

tucked up her skirts, brandished
her fists, and swore most heroically. In ex-

ceeding had Dutch (having but lately
studied the language), by way of keeping
up the spirits of the soldiers; while Vulcan
halted as a club-foot- blacksmith, lately
promoted to be a Captain of militia. All
was silent awe or bustling preparation;
war reared his horrid front, gnashed loud
his Iron fangs, and shook his direful crest
of bristling bayonets.

And now the mighty chieftains marshaled
out their hosts. Here stood stout Rlslngh,
firm as a thousand rocks lncrusted with
stockades, and Intrenched to the chin In
mud batteries. His valiant soldiery lined
the breastwork ta grim array, each having
his mnstachloa fiercely greased, and his
hair pomatumed bach, and queued so stiffly
that ho grinned above the ramparts Ilka a
grisly death's head.

There cam oa the Intrepid Peter his

km katt. Bis teeth get, his fists clenched.

The Parvenu
Turned Gentleman.

liH
Bill

STvJ

M
"An tbf art la TPee and ail

that's m prose."

Tb Philosophy-- Vaster; What have you a
rind to learnt
M. Jourdalni Beats thing I can, for I have

all the desire In the world to be a scholar,
and It vexes me that my father and
mother had not made me study all the
sciences when I was young.

The FhlL-ilaat- er: It's a very reasonable
feeling. Nam, sine doctrina, vita est quasi
mortis Imago. Ton understand that, and
are acquainted with Latin, of course?

M. Jour.:Tes; but act as If I were not
acquainted with It. Tell me what it means.

The PhlL-Maste- r: It means that without
learning life Is as it were aa Image el
death.

M. Jour.: That same Latin's la, the right.
The PhlL-Mast- Dont yon know some

principles, some rudiments of science?
M. Jour.: Oh! yes, I can read and write..

Sut now I must confide a secret to you.
Tm In love with si person of quality, and I
should be glad If ou would help me to
write something to her In a short billet-dou- x,

whleh ril drop at her 'feet
J The well.

almost breathing forth volumes of smoke,
so fierce was the fire that raged within his
bosom. Bis faithful squire Van Corlear
trudged valiantly at his heels, with his
trumpet gorgeously bedecked with red and
yellow ribbons, the remembrances of his
fair mistress at the Manhattoes. Then
came waddling on the sturdy chivalry of
the Hudson.

For an Instant the mighty Feter passed
In the midst of his career, and mounting
on a stump addressed bis troops In elo-
quent low Dutch, exhorting them to fight
like duyvels, and assuring them that If
they conquered they should get plenty of
booty If they fell, they should be allowed
the satisfaction, while dying, of refleotlng
that It was In the service of their country
and after they were dead, of seeing their
names Inscribed In the temple of renown,
and handed down. In company with all the
other great men of the year, for the ad-
miration of posterity. Finally, he swore to
them, on the word of a Governor (and they
knew htm too well to doubt It for a
moment), that If he caught any mother's
son of them looking pale, or playing craven,
he would curry his hide till he made htm
run out of It like a snake In springtime.
Then lugging out his trusty saber, he bran-
dished it three times over his head, or-
dered Van Corlear to sound a charge, and
shouting the words "St. Nicholas and the
Manhattoes!" courageously dashed for-
ward. His warlike followers, who had
employed the Interval In lighting their
pipes. Instantly stuck them Into their
mouths, gave a furious puff, and charged
gallantly under cover of the smoke.

The Swedish garrison, ordered by the cun-
ning Rlslngh not to fire until they could
distinguish the whites of their assailants'
eyes, stood In horrid silence on the covert-wa-y,

until the eager Dutchmen had ascend-
ed the glacis. Then did they pour into them
such a tremendous volley that the very
hills quaked around, and were terrified even
unto an Incontinence of water. Insomuch
that certain springs burst forth, from their
sides, which continue to, run unto the pres-
ent day. Not a Dutchman hut would have
bitten the dust beneath that dreadful fire

Queued so stiffly that he grinned above
the ramparts. ,

t

had not the protecting Minerva kindly
taken care that the Swedes should, one and
all, observe their usual custom of shutting
their eyes and turning away their heads at
the moment of discharge.

The Swedes followed up their fire by leap-
ing the counterscarp, and falling tooth and
nail upon the foe with furious outcries. And
now might be seen prodigies of valor, un-

matched In history or song. Here was the
sturdy Stoffel Brinkerhoft brandishing bis
quarter-staf- f, like the giant Blanderon hl
oak tree (for he scorned to carry any other
weapon), and drumming a horrlflo tune up-

on the hard heads of the 8wedlsh soldiery.
There were the Van Kortlandts, posted at a
distance, like the Locrian archers of yore,
and plying It most potently with the long-
bow, for which they were so Justly re-

nowned. On a rising knoll were gathered
the valiant men of Sing Sing, assisting
marvelously In the fight, by. chanting the
great song of St Nicholas; but as to the
Gardenlers of Hudson, they were absent en
a marauding party, laying waste tho neigh-

boring watermelon patches. Irving.

hf. Jour.: That will be gallant, won't It?
The PhlL-Mast- Undoubtedly. la It

verse you wish to write to her?
M. Jour.: No, no. none of your verse.
The PhlL-Maste- r: You would only have

prose?
M Jour.: No, Z would neither bar varse

nor prose.
Tho PhiL-Maet- It mas bo ens or tho

other.
M. Jour.: Why so?'
The PhlL-Maste- r: Because, air. there's

nothing to express oneself by but prose or
verse.

M. Jour.: Is there nothing, then, but prose
or verse?

The PhlL-Mast- No, sir; whatever Is not
prose Is verse, and whatever Is not verse Is
prose.

M. Jour.: And when one talks what may
that he. then?

The PhlL-Mast- Pros.
M. Jour.: How? When I say, "Nicole.

bring me my slippers and give me say
nightcap." is that prose?

Tho Phil-Maste- r: Tes, sir.
M, Jour.: Oa my conscience, X have spoken

prose above these forty years without
knowing It; and I am hugely obliged to you
for informing mo of this.

M. Jour, (to bis wife): ran ashamed of
your Ignorance. For ersmplo. 4o you know
what It is you now speak?

lime. Jour.: Tas, X know that what X

speak is right, and that you ought to think
of living la another manner.

M. Jour.: X don't talk of that. I. ask you
what the words are that yon pew apeak?

Mme. Jour.: They are words that bars a
good deal of sansa ta them, asst'.psajr eea-du- ct

la by no means such.
M. Jour.: Z don't talk of that, I tan ram.

I ask you, what It la that X now apeak to
you. Which I say this very moment?

Mme. Jour.: Mere stuff.
M. Jour.:. Pshaw, no. It is not that. That

which we both., of oa say, tho language .we
speak this Instant?

Mme. Jour.: Wall?
M. Jour.: How la It called?
Mate. Jour;:It called Jam

please to call It,
M. Jour.: It'a proas, you Ignwtaiit
Mme. Jour.: Prose?
M. Jour.: Tea, proas. Whatever la

la not verso, and whatever la not verae la
prose. Now, saa what It ta to sandy.
iloUere.

After a girl has been a wife for two
weeks she loses all Interest hi love stories.
Chicago News.

. r

lfflnKaflWaasB9Ba9Hp'1 rW e
nsSWBaVasB 'aMBBaf w bbbbbbsT'Jbv V fcBBmntvAarV--

k
? I itT asW s-

""

Jaaast aNbbbbbbbbbw9 eP - 1
Msssassssaallls? .SieasaaW - '

AWMllk &P3 aaaaaalsafleaaan """ft1

aMSSBaVt BBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBnTBBm''j(Y 4 IfVl I I nanBSBBBBBHmBsYIlPB NkSSMJ)'

mWmMKmLykii U fjl ImNlllllWlaJlllllir1

mmMMWWB k I c--

1 ayjus PffllrlMi
Mmmluul TO llMllW VI-- m afc VTk "! tJHnl U

MiM Slammer: MAb! There goes Miss Cotter. She needn't hold her head np so high. If I remem-

ber, her great-grandfath- was a peddler."
Miss Cutting (overhearing): "Indeed, how delighted I am to meet one who knew my great-grandfather-

From the German.- -

She Resaesabevea Bias.
"Well, my dear, I see that Verdi Is dead."
"Tes.- - I noticed the city flag was at

half-sta- ff yesterday. He was a councilman,

or something, wasn't her
"Not exactly, my dear. He was a famous

composer?"
"What did he composer'
"Music Music for operas."
"Oh. like De Korear
"WeU, not exactly like De Koven."
"No; there's nobody like De Koven."
"And he wrote beautiful songs."
"Coon or ragtlmeT'
"Neither, my dear. He was a little

perhaps. He delighted In more
serious compositions. For Instance, he
wrote a magnificent requiem."

"I wonder If I didn't hear that the after-
noon I went to the vaudeville show with
Mame Frlzzletop?"

"Why, you certainly must remember soma
of his music, my dear. There's the Tower
scene' from 'II Trovatore.' It's so familiar.
Listen: 'Ah che la mort' and all tho rest
of It. Don't you recall that"

"Tes, yes, I remember him now! Hea
the one that writes the musio for the organ
grinders!" Plain-Deale- r.

The Champion Kletcear.
First Walter: "That man over at tho cor-

ner table Is an. awful kicker."
Second Walter: "Tea; ha complained the

other day because there were no pearla to
his oysters."

First Walter: "And now ho wants to know
what we mean by removing the diamond
back from the terrapin Philadelphia Rec-
ord..

Galas; TfcrerBsjh.
Bill the Bite: "Ever go through a rail-

road collision?"
Jake the Jonah: "Xaw. Best ever I

done was to go through the passengers
after the collision." Indianapolis Press.

This World.
This world Is but a fleeting show

And possibly the wise
Are they who laugh or else applaud

And do not criticise;
Cleveland Plain Dealer.

"It's hahd to strlkean average 1n dls
life." said Uncle Eben.- - "Mos folks goes so
slow dat dey doesn't get nuffln done or else
dey hurries so fas' dey falls down." Cleve-
land Plain Dealer.

Marshall's Absentmlndedaess.
One day Judge Marshall, engrossed in his

reflections, was driving over the wretched
roads of North Carolina, on his way to
Raleigh In a stick gig. Ills horse .turned
out of the road and the sulky ran over
a. sapling and was tilted so as to arouse
the Judge. When he foend that he couid
move neither to right nor left, an old negro,
who had come along, solved the difficulty.

"My old marster.r he asked. ."what for
you don't back your horse?"

"That's true," said the Judge, and he act-

ed aa advised. Thanking his deliverer
heartily, ha felt In his pocket for some
change, but he did not have an.

"Never mind, old man." he said. "I shall
stop at the tavern and leave some money
for you with the landlord."

The old negro was not impressed with
the stranger, but he called at the tavern
and asked the keeper If an old gentleman
had left anything there for him.

"Oh. yes." said the landlord, "he left a
silver dollar for you. What do you think
of that old gentleman r

The negro gazed at the dollar and said:
"He was a gem'man, for sho. but" pat-

ting his forehead "he didn't have much la
here." World's Works.

win the Calf Waste Mora atop.
The man who boasts of wanting but little

here below is usually the first to kick for
more room in a crowded street ear. Chi-

cago News.

JSilfla -- bbsbbbQbk?

MUBl .aSBBBrT fSM r pSfiaVTsaBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBa.

OVBBHUABD IN A BJWTATJRArT. '.' --

"Lena m a qoarter'T
"Here." ' ' .'
Thank yon, I merely want to tip the-walte- ." Fllefeode Blaettes.'!

Rejuvenated.
They make rather an

In their cutter as they Jog
over the boulevard, speaking to each other
about once a mile, yet as contented and
happy as In the days of their courtship.
The other day to be caught
among the racers, and there was a new ex-

perience.
The family horse, whose declining years

have been especially pleasant, pricked up
its ears, made awkward attempts at pranc-
ing and showed other worldly signs of a
desire to Join in the sport.

"Ephralm!" said the aged wife, reprov-
ingly.

"Taln't my fault." he replied, as he
wrapped the. reins about his hands. 'Tar-na- l

ole fool must be gettln" Into his second
chllehood. Whoa, Dexter, ho, boy, stlddy
now. I can't hold him, Angy."

"Get out of the road with that old crow-ba- it

and that old Noah's ark of yours."
shouted one of the racers as he pulled
alongside.

"Bphralm," snapped the little old woman,
"what you hangln' onter that horse for?
Didn't you hear that lmpert'nent rutsaa.
Q'long, Dexter. Tech him with the whip,
Ephralm, so he'll know what'a .expected.
Tbat'a It. Let htm out, lickety split He
hain't doln' his best licks. Tech him ag"ln,
Eph. Hi! bi! now he's movia'. Hokey,
we're galnin', Eph. Gl' me the whip and
you stlddy him. Ge-lan-gl

"Whoa, boy," and the little old man waa
pulling hard, "whoa, boy, there goes yer
bunnet, Angy."

"What! Ephralm! Quit that pullo. Quit
this Instant." and aha fairly lifted Dexter
with a whole arm movement of the whip.
"Are you gettln' seenlle, man. What'a a
bunnet you've wore ten year. I wouldn't
cave of It waa. sot with dl'moads." Whack,
sshei.k.and they finished strong two lengths
to the good.

When the "rufflan" stalled and aald It was
the liveliest outfit ha had aver seen on tho
boulevard "Angy" beamed on him, but on
the way home she cautioned Bphralm half
a dosen times to say nothing to nobody, it
was so disgraceful, this horse racla'. De-

troit Free Press.

Wkes Ton's "It.
When the lady

Rather sadly.
Or, it may be.

Rather gladly,
Tells you that with her you've failed to

Make a hit; .

When she springs tho
"Don't mind, do you?"

Or tho "Bo a
"Sister to you,"

Then the proper diagnosis
, . Is: "TourralT."

When the bunko
Steerar prances

Off with all of
Tourdnaajces;

When the street car gone rings after
Ton have at i

- Wheatbesato-Mobueslasnsy- au

Into hMahsai- - pasta
And Jean ye

Thenhe proper diagnoses
Za: "Totfrair."

There will always
. Be a witness,
'Jhen'you takathe

VankofXt-noa- s.

And the Utls nr rly always
Zsflt.

But wyn you're In
GrlfA ot clutches,' AaditnH-at- h

Final to.-he- a.

Than the proper diagnosis ,
Is: 'lCalV."

Always S01
everything

ata-ajnar- tit over rellgtoarand
Ateeaaam Otoba.

year pardon, kind lady." began tk
ir, "but rm aster A need of

"X Wonder It you d SMar
the) hand lady, suspiciously. ITX waa to
glv ju a penny what msiawtt

"Tour generosity would
ma'am;Td buy apostal card and writs you

note of thank.''-PhUadelp- Bla Prssa,

the statesman with tho kind
ly ear, bat the arm-s- et mouth. T like to
read about rToaa and tho ark."

What btwaght them to your attention?"
'TTunaaH In particular. I couldn't avoid

being straek by the manner In which Noah
and ate seas .went to work and carried the
siiliaj.il las through without asking a
ponays assistance from the Government.
But. of course, those were primitive
daya. Washington Star.

Tho Ncble Ralas.
"Awl" exclaimed the visiting Briton, "ev-

erything hero Is so new. don't you know.
You have no noble old ruins In America aa
wa have."

"No." replied tie Tankee. "they merely
cocao over here to marry our heiresses;
then they go back home to England again.

Philadelphia Press.

Ta Phyllis.
Whet clad In silk my Phyllis goes.
As sweet as any summer rose,
I think I love her silken clothes.

Then, when she wears her brows naihwioas.
Nothing seems to me so dear.
Tvo quite forgot tho auk, X fear.
And when X aea her bluo brocade
I dare not look; rsa half afraid
To sea her go so sweet arrayed.
But when she wears her muslin white
She-I-s a dainty, heavenly sight.
I like the muslin best at night.
No matter how my Phyllis fares.
No matter what my Phyllis wears.
No ono with Phyllis quite compares.

Harvard Lampoon.

""

Then He Spoke Up.

Counsel: "I Insist on an answer to my
question. You have not told me ail th

I want to know
that passed between you and Mr. Jones on
tho oeeaalon to which you refer."

Ratactant Witness: 'Tve told yon every
tat' of any

"Tou have told me that you aald to ham:
Jones, this case will get Into tho court

some day.' Now X want to knew what h
said In reply."

"Well, he said: Brown, there Isn't any-
thing In business that rm ashamed of,
and If any enooptn', little, yeo esHTiu'.
four-byrsl- z, lawyer, with half
a pound of sixteen pounds of
Jaw, ever wants to know what Tve been
talkln' to you about; can tell him the
whole story.'

Then He Dense.
Wbb X cannot my hills?

Of that's the worst!
I meet them every day

Unless I see them first.
Press.

Poet lofty
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Had Proved It.
A good story was told at an election

meeting the other nighL. An Irlshmaa
obtained permission-fr6m- hl employer to
attend a wedding. He turned up the next
day with his arm la a sling and a blade
eye.

"Hello, what Is thsonatterraatd his em-
ployer.

"Well, you. tee," said tho w;eddlng guest,
"we were veirnnerry yesterday, and I saw
a 'fellow, a

coat and a white waistcoat. 'And
who might you L Tm tho best
man.' sez he.anaVbegorra ho was. toot"
SJosttlsh

r , i -

Reward.
Young Lady: "Give ms one yard ot

why. haven't I seen you befgre?"
Shop Assistant: "Oh, Maud, can you

have forgotten me? I saved your life at
the seaside last summer."
Young Lady (warmly): "Why, of course

you did! You may givo ms two yard of
the ribbon, pleas," Tlt-BH- a.

i t

Hat tteW ah s1eeerit.
"Tes, for She hurt Urn- ,- Da J

Tt has sen a levery
"Somahler a marmaaam.
A tear stoea down har MSB Ear am y

quivered. He sighed. thlekme; of wear
broken of th aeure ;aa speat
la happiness.

"Are you sure of
with a sob.

"Yes." ho replied.
"Quite?" It Vj

"Quite."
With a strus-a- l the aarted. Bstsned

to his fooutteaa. aa died away la th
distance. i

And then sho went to the
hair, dabbed som

powder on her ruddy cheek, and murmured '

with a yawn."
"I wonder what time ham com r-

rowr' Town Topic.
'

Brlggs: "X been
In WaH streetV

Griggs: "A great dnf aba Xv
rated upeaN-Harper- 'a fBaaar.

,ta- -i v 2SS1

- ii"ri;i-3annB- l
lr):

Chemist: "Pills, eh? (Emprmalalla; qtMatJaass
Child (readily): ,"Xo, air; uncle)

conversatlaB. everything

consequence."
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